Mirror, Mirror 


Author: unnamedunknownunavailable 
Bands: Iron Maiden 

Characters: Bruce Dickinson, Steve Harris 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun May 22 2016 16:41:13 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Author's Notes: 
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enjoyable :) 


‘Bloody hell, hurry the fuck up, Steve! Bruce hissed in frustration as he leant over the toilette table of the 
dressing room. His tight red spandex pants were hastily shoved down to his knees, exposing all of his goods and 
then some to the world, and he kept glancing impatiently over his shoulder. 


‘Cor, I'm bloody tryin! snarled Steve right back at him from behind, fumbling with the laces of his own form 
fitting leather pants before finally managing to get them open, his engorged cock springing out ready for action 


Bruce huffed and rolled his eyes, his chest heaving with his laboured breathing, anticipation making him jittery 
and sending shudders through his limbs. His knees threatened to give out, one hand plastered to the table wood 
keeping his balance, and he reached down to give his own leaking dick a couple of quick yanks. He needed to cum 


and he needed it now. 


Behind him, Steve positioned himself accordingly, looking up and meeting dazed, wide blown copper eyes through 
the mirror glass. It made him gasp, his already trembling hands holding onto Bruce's exposed hips for dear life, 
hard enough to leave purple bruises. Frequent frantic fucking had its perks when no stretching for 
accommodation was needed, and the singer took a deep breath when he was suddenly breeched, relaxing as 
much as his burning desire allowed while he was filled to the hilt. He attempted to raise one leg for a better 
angle, but found it near impossible. Instead, he fixed his gaze on the man behind him. The reflection of shut 


eyes, open mouth and wild chestnut brown curls met him. 


Bruce dropped his head forward between his broad shoulders when he felt the bassist's hips flush against his 
ass cheeks, the sensation of being stretched widely by Steve's good length making him mewl. Sweat dripped off 
his forehead onto the table area in tint droplets, both his hands coming up to cling to the edge for better 
support. His arms shook with the effort. Then he gave a tiny nod, picking his head back up to offer his friend a 
lustful glance. It said all Steve needed to hear. 


The thrusts began as slow, languid strokes. Bruce grunted each time his prostate was brushed, pushing his 
hips back to meet the intoxicating rhythm while it picked up its pace. His sweaty bangs clung to his face, the 
fabric of his tank top glued itself to his back like a second skin. His dazed eyes wouldn't leave the reflection in 
front of him, as he shamelessly oggled the image of himself getting fucked from behind through the foggy 
mirror glass. his breath came in puffs, condensation making cloud marks bloom on the surface of the mirror. 


He watched Steve, whose eyes were hooded but admiring the same delicious view. 


The pace escalated, the singer reaching back down for his leaking member and tugging it in a manner as to 
match the already set motion. Slick precum made the strokes smooth, and wet, and each time Steve struck 
Bruce's erogenous spot dead on, the smaller man moaned and rubbed at the fat cock head with his callused 
thumb. He pressed down for added effect. Closer and closer to the final destination, Bruce's one supporting arm 
failed him, and he had to use his entire forearm for leverage instead. His forehead pressed against the glass 
by now, all he could see his own reflection as he lost control. His own wanton expression, his own rosy lips 


forming a silent ‘oh. 


Steve's thrusts became uneven then, a warning that the bassist's climax had been triggered, his hips 
stuttering and faltering in delivering consistent pumps. One. Two. Three. Bruce had to forced himself to crane 
his neck, twist his head and look back. He wanted to see the other man come undone, his jerking hand never 
seizing its movements. The bassist's eyes were squeezed shut in pleasure, his teeth catching the bottom lip 
hard enough for it to flush alabaster white. Each tremor passed through the older man's body into the 


younger's, and fuelled his finish as well. 


Then Steve's face scrunched up, nose wrinkled and teeth baring. The expression so full of raw primal passion in 
his orgasm, so much the perfect embodiment of of the point of no return, that it kicked Bruce right over the 
edge with him. The singer whimpered, eyes rolling back into his head as his warm seed shot between his 
fingers, leaving him boneless and spent, but sated beyond belief when the post orgasmic glow lowered itself 


over him. 


It took quite some time for both men to get themselves together and regain their composure afterwards, and 
once they did, they shared a chaste kiss and exited the room in favour of the showers. 


